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CHAPTER XXil—Continued.
“l think we have practically agreed
that the two Individuals who were in.
valuable tc our cause were Partow and
Miss Galland,” Lanstron remarked ten:
tatively. He waited for a reply. It
Wis apparent that he was laying a
foundation before he went any fur
ther,
“Certainly!" sald the vice-chlef
“And you!" put In another offlcer,
which brought & chorne of assent,
“No, not I—only these two!" Lan-
stron replied. "Or, I, too, If you pre-
far. It little matters. The thing la
that I am under a promise to bhoth,
which I shall respect. He organized
and labored for the same purpose that
she played the spy. When we scnt
the troops forward in a counterattack
and pursult to clear our soll of the
Grays; when [ stopped them at the
frontier—both were according to Par-
tow's plan. He had a plan and a
dream, thls wonderful old man who
made ve all peem primary puplls in
the art of war."
Could it be that terrible Partow, a
stroke of whose pencil had made the
Galland house an inferno? Murta
wonderecd as Lanstron read his mes-
sage—the message out of the real
heart of the man, throbbing with the
power of his great brain. His plan
was to hold the Grays to stalemate;
to force them to desist after they had
battgred their battalions to pleces
ngainet the Brown fortifieations. His
dréam was the thing that had hap-
pened—that an opportunity would
come to pursue a broken machine in
n bold stroke of the offensive.
“l would want to be a hero of our
people for only one alm, to be able
to stop our army at the frontier,” he
had written, “Then they might drive
me forth heaped with obloquy, if they
chose, 1 should llke to ses the Grays
demoralized, beaten, ready to sue for
peace, the bstter to prove my point
that we should ask only for what is
ours and that our strength was only
for the purpose of holding what Is
ours. Then we sghould lay up no leg-
acy of revenge in their hearts. They
could never have cause to attack
again, Clvilization would have ad-
vanced another step.”
Lanstron corntinued to read to the
amazed staff, for Partow’'s message
had looked far into the future. Then
‘there was n P. 8, written after the
war had begun, on the evening of the
day that Marta had gone from ten on
the veranda with Westerling to the
telephone, in the impulse of her new
purpose.
“l begin to belleve In that dream,”
he wrote. “I begin to believe that the
chance for the offensive will come,
now that my colleague; Miss Galland,
in the name of peace has turned prac-
tical. There Is nothing like mixing a
little practice in your dreams while
the world & still well this side of
Ltopla, as the head op my old behe-
moth of a body well knows. She had
he right idea with her school. The
ath &0 completely expressed my
deas—the result of all my thinking—
hat 1 had a twinge of literary jeal:
usy. My boy. If you do rench the
Trontier, In pursult of a broken army,
_you do not keep faith with my
dream and with ber ldeals, then you
will get a leason that will last you for-
ever at the foot of the Grry range.
But 1 do not think so badly as that of
‘you or of my judgment of men."
“Lanny! Lanny!”
The dignity of n staff counell could
not restrain Marta, Her emotion must
have action. She sprang to his side
and selzed his hand, her exultation
mixed with penitence over the way
she had wronged bim and Partow.
Thelr self-contalned purfose had been
the same as hers and they had worked
with a soldier's fortitude, while she
had worked with whims and impulses.
She bent over him with gratitude and
praise and a plea for forgiveness in
Jher eyes, submerging the thing which
he sought in them. He fAushed boy-
fshly In bappy embarrassment, inca-
pable of worda for an Instunt; and
gllently the staff looked an,
“And 1 agree with Partow,” Lanstron
went on, “that we cannot take the
range. The Grays still have numbers
ual to ours. It {8 they, now, who
will be slnging ‘God with us!* with
mblch against the wall. With
i & w’'s goes my own appesl to the
army and the nation; and I shall keep
faith with Partow, with Miss Gulland,
and with my own Ideas, It the govern-
ment orders the army to advance, by

Ml‘lﬁ:l.l' as chief of stafl-—my work
finished.”
. - -

. Westerling and his aide and valet,
inguiring thelr way as strangers, found
the new staff hendquarters of the
Grays establisbed In an army bullding,
where Bouchard bad been assigned to
trivial duties, back of the Gray range.
As thelr former chlef entered a room
in the disorder of maps aund packing-
cases, the staffofficers rose from thelr
work to stand ot salute llke stone Im-
ages, ln respect to a feld marshal's
rank. - There was no word of greeting
but & telling sllence before Turcas
spoke. His volee had lost Its parch-
ment erinkle and becomes natural. The
blue velns on his bulging temples were
a little more prenocunced, his thin fea-
tures a little more pinched, but other-
wise he was unchanged and ho seemed
equal to another etraln as heavy as
the one he had undergone.
“We have a new government, a now
premier,” be said. “The old premler
was killed by & shot from a crowd that
Dbe was addressing from the balcony of
the palace. After this, the capital be
came quieter; As we get in touch with
0 divisions, we find the army in bet-
‘shape thun we bad feared It would
| I8 a recovery of spirit,
oW to our being on our own soil*
. ™Yes" peplled Westerling, drowulng
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el |

(Copyright, 1914, by Charles Scribner's Sona)

in thelr stares and grasping at a straw.
“Only a panie, as [ sald. 1f—" hia
volee rigsing hoarsely and catching in
rage,

“"We have a now government, a new
premier!” Tureas repeated, with firm,
methodleal  politeness, Westerling
looking from one facl to another with
filmy eyes, lowered them before Bou-
chard. “There's n room ready for
Your Excellency upstairs,” Turcas con-

tinued. “The orderly will show you
the way.”
Now Wesnterling graeped the fact

that he was no longer chiof of staff.
He drew himeel up In a desperate
attempt at digaity; the staff saluted
again, and, uncertainly, he followed
the orderly, with the aide and valet
still in loyal attendance,

Two figures were in the doorway:
& heavyset market woman with a
fringe of down on her lip nnd a cadav-
erous, tidily dressed old man, who
might have been a superannuated
schoolmaster, with a hronge cross won
In the war of forty years ago on his
breast and his eyes burning with the
youthful fire of Grandfather Fraglinl's,
“They got the premier in the onpl-
tnl. We've come for Westerling! Wa
want to know what he did with our
sons! Wo want to know why he was
beaten!™ orled the market woman.
“Yes," said the veteran. “We want
him to explain his lies. Why did he
keep the truth from us? We were
roady to fight, but not to be treated

like bables. This le the twentleth
century!"™
“We want Westerling! Tell Waes-

terling to come out!” rose impatient
shouts behind the two figures in the
doorway.
“You are sure that he has one?"
whispered Tureas to Westerling's alde,
“Yes,” was the choking answer—
“yes, It I8 better than that"—with a
glance toward the mob. “I left my
own on the table.”
“We can’l save him!
to let them—"
Turces's volce was drowned by a
great roar of erles, with no word ex-
cept “"Westerling” distinguishable,
that plerced every orack of the house.
A wave of movement starting from
the rear drove the veteran and the
market woman and e dozen others
through the doorway toward the
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“We've Come for Weaterling”

stairs. Then the sound of a shot was
heard overhead.

“The man you seek Is dead!” sald
Turcas, stepping In front of the crowd,
his features unrelenting In authority,
"Now, go back to your work und leave
us to ours.”

“] understand, sir,” sald the veterun
“We've no argument with you.”

“Yes!" agreoed the market woman.
“Hut Il you ever leave this vange alive
we shall have one. 8o, you stay!"

Looking at the bronre cross on the
veteran's faded coat, the staff saluted:
for the cross, though it were hung on
rags, wherever it went was entitled
by custom to the salute of officers and
“present arms' by sentries,
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After Lanstron’s announcement to
the Brown staff of his declislon not to
croes the frontier, there was a rest-
legs movement In the chalrs around
the table, and the grimaces on most
of the nces were those with which o
practical man regards a Utoplan pro-
posal. The vicechlef was drumming
on the table edge and looking steadily
at a point In front of his fAngers. If
Lanstron resigned he became chief

“Partow might have this dream be-
fore he wom, but would he now?"
nsked the vice-chlef. “No, He would
go on!"

“Yau," sald avother oticer. “The
world will ridicule the suggestion] our
people will overwhalm us with their
anger, The Grays will take It for a
algn of weakneas."

T to the premier, to the natlon, to avary
| regiment of the Browns, to the Grays,
lto the world He set forth why the
Browns, nflter lasting the courage of
the Grays, should realize that they
could not take thelr range Partow
had not taught him to put himaself In
other men's placea In vain, The® boy
who had kept up his friegndahip with
o#ngine drivers after he wae an offleer

know how to sink the plummet into | destruction

human emotionsg He reminded the
HBrown soldiers that there hnd been a
providentinl mnswer to thae oall of
‘God with us!” he reminded tha peo
ple of the lives that would be lost to
no end but to engender hatred; be
begged the army and the people not
to break falth with that principla of
"Not for theirs, but for ours,” which
had been thelr strength.

“1 should like you all to sign It—to
make it simply the old form of ‘the
staff has the honor lo report,'” he aald
finnlly

There was a hush ax he finlshed

is strong In what he achlevem, not
through the gifte he recelves or the
goods he steonls. Indemnity will not

ralse another blade of wheat In our
lnnd. To talle It from & benten mnn
will foster In him the desire to bent

his adversary in turn and recover the |
amount and more. Then we ghall have
the apprehension of war always In the
air, and soou ancther war and more |
Remove the dunger of a |
Kutropean eataclyam, and any sum ex-
torted from the Graye becomes paltry
beside the wenlth that peace will cre-
ate. An indemnity makes the purposa
of the cournge of the Grays In their |
aseaults and of the Browns in thelr re
sistance that of the burgiar and the |
looter. There I8 no money value {o Al

human life when It In your own; and |
our soldiers gave thelr livos,
cheapen their service”
“"Consldering the part that we played
obhsarved the

Do not
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the hush of a deep impression when
onfe man waits for another to speak
All were looking at Wim except thi
vite-chlef, who was still staring at the
table as if he had heard nothing. Yet
every word was etched on his mind
The man whose name was the symbo!
of victory to the soldiers, who would
be more than ever a hero as the newa
of his charge with the African Draves
traveled along the llnes, wonld go on
record to his soldiers as saying that
they could not take the CGiray range
This was a handicap that the vice
chief did not care to accept; and he
knew how to turn a phrase as well as
to make a soldlerly decislon. He
looked up smilingly to Marta.

“I have declded that T had rathes
not be a Westerling, Miss Galland,”
he sald. “We'll make it unanlmous
And you,” he burst out to Lanstron-

“you legates of old Partow: I've al-
waysn sald that he was the biggest man
of our time. He has proved IL by
catching the spirit of our time and in
carnating it

Vaguely, in the whirl of her joy.
Marta heard the chorus of assent as
the oficers sprang to thelr feet in the
elation of belng at one with their chisf
agaln, Lanstron caught her arm, fear-
ing that she was goiug to fall, but a
burning question rese in her mind to
steady her,

“Then my shame—my sending men
to slaughter—my sacrifice was not in
vain?" she exclaimed,
. L] - [ ]

The sea of people packed In the
Ereat aquare of the Brown caplital
made a roar like the thunder of waves
agalnst a breakwater at sight of a
white spot on a background of gray
stone, which was the head of an eml-
nent statesmuan,

“It looke as If our government
would last the week out,” the premier
chuckled as be turned to his colleagues
at the eabinet table,

As yet only the brief bulleting whose
publication in the newspapers had
aroused the public to a frenzy had
been recelved. The cabinet, as eager
for detalls as the press, had remained
up, awaiting a fuller official account.
“We have a long communication in
preparation,” the staff had telegraphed.
“Meanwhlle, the following Is submit-
ted."

“Good heavene! It's not from the
army! It's from the grave!" ex.
c¢laimed the premier as he read the
first paragraphs of Partow’s message.
“Of all the concealed dynamite aver!*™
he gasped as he grasped the full mean-
ing of the document, that piece of
news, as staggering as the victory it
aelf, that had laln In the staff vaults
for years, “Well, we needn't give It
out to the press; at least, not untfl
ufter mature consideration,” he de-
¢lured when they had reached the end
of Partow's appeal. “"Now we'll hear
what the staff has to say for Itself
after gratifylng the wish of a dead
man,” he added as a messeuger gave
him another sheet.

“The setafl, In loyalty to Its dead
leader who made victory possible, and
in loyalty to the principles of defense
for which the army fought, begs to
sy to the nation—"

It was four o'clock in the morning
when this dispatch econcluded with
“We heartlly agree with the forego.
ing,” and the cabinet read the names
of all the general staflf and the corps
and division commanders. . Coursing
crowds in the streets were still gshout-
ing hoarsely and sometimes drunken-
ly: “On to the Gray eapital! Noth-
ing can stop us now!” The premler
tried to imagine what a sea of faces
in the great squaré would look like
In & rage. He was botween the peo
ple in & passion for retribution and a
headless army that was supposed to
charge across the frontier at dawn.

“The thing s sheer madness!™ he
eried. “It's lusubordination! 1’11 have
it suppressed! The army mugt go on
to gratify publle demand, I'll show
the staff that they are not in the
saddle. They'll obey orders!”

He tried to get Lanstron on the long
distance.

“Sorry, but the chief has retired,”
answored the officer on duty sleeplly.
“In fact, all the rest of the staff have,
with orders that they are not to be
disturbed before ten.”

“Tell them that the premier, the
head of the government, thelr com-
mander, ls speaking!"

“Yeos, sir. The orders not to disturb
them are gulte positive, and as a ju
nlor 1 could not do so except by their
orders as superiord. The chlef, before
retiring, however, repeatod to me, 1o
case any inquiry came If'rom you, glr,
that there was nothing he could add

“Not if we put the situation rightly
to them,” answered Lanstron. “Not
If we go to them as brave adversary
to brave advérsary, In a falr spirit.”

“We can—we shall take the range!”
the vicechlef went on in a burst of
rigid conviction when he saw thal
opinion was with him. “Nothing can
atop this army now!"” He struck the
table edge with his fist, his shoulders
stiffening.

“Ploase—please, don't!” Implored
Marta softly. “It sounds #o like Wes-
terling!™

The vicechief started as if he had
received a gharp plo-prick. His shoul
ders unconsclously relaxed. Heo began
u fresh study of & certaln point on the
table top. Lanstron, looking first ut
ane and then st another, spoke agaln,
his words as measured as they ever

elogquent. He began outlining his owu

wessage which would go with Partow's

hud been in military discusglon and |

to the staff's megsage to the nation
| and the army, It Is to be given to the
soldiers the firet thing in the morn-
| Ing, and he will let you know how they
regard it.”

“Confound thess machine minds that
spring their surprisea as fully execut-
ed plans!" exclalmed the premier,

“It's true—Partow and the staff have
covered everything—met every argu-
ment, There Is nothing more for
them to say,"” sald the forelgn minister.

“But what about the Indemnity?"
demanded the flnance minister. He
was thinking of victory In the form
of plles of gold In the treasury.

This question, too, was answaered,

“War has never brought prosperity,”
Partow had written. "It purpose 1s
to destroy, and destruction can never
! be construction. The conclusion of a
war has often unssured a period of
peace; and pence gave the lmpetus of

|
|
|

“Good Heavens! It's Not From the
Army. It's From the Grave!”

minister, “It would be
sistent for us not to—*
“There ie only one thing to do. Lan-
stron has got us!” replied the premier.
“*Wo must jump in at the head of the
procession and recelve the mud or the
bouguels, as it happens.”

With Partow's and the stafl's ap
peals went an equally earnest one
from the premier and his cabinet. Nat-
urally, the noisy element of the citles
was the first to find worda, It
shouted in rising anger that Lanstron
had betrayed the nation. Army offi-
cers whom Partow md retired for lels-
urely habits said that he and Lanstron
had struck at their own ealling. Burt

rather incon-

L on

the aveérage man and womnan, in a
daze from the shock of the appeals |
after a night's celebration, were read-
ing and wonderlng and asking their
neighbors’ opinions. If net in Par
tow's then in the staff's message they
found the mirror that set their own
ethicn! professlons staring at them.

Before they had made up their
minds the correspondents at the front
had sel the wires singlng to the even-
Ing editions; for Lanstron had direct-
ed that they be given the run of the
army’'s lines at daybreak, They told
of soldiers awakening after the de-
bauch of vesterday's fighting. normal
and rested, glowing with the security
of possession of the frentier and re
gponding to thelr leaders' sentiment;
of oflicers of the type favored by Par-
tow who would bring the industry that |
commands respect to any ealling, tak- |
ing Lanstron's views as worthy of
their profession; of that irrepressi- |
ble poet laureate of the soldiers, Cap- |
taln Stransky, L. C. (iron cross), break-
ing forth in & new song to an old
tune, expressing his brotherhood idoeas
ina "We- have-ours - let - them - keep
thelrs” chorus thal was spreading from
regiment to regiment

This Ieft the retired oficers to grum-
bleé In their corners that war was no |
longer & gentlenmian’s voecatlon, and si- |
lenced the proteste of thelr natural al- |
ly in the business of making war, |
the upisy element, which promptly |
adapted iteell to a pew fashion in the
relation of nations. Again the greal
sgquare was packed and sgain a l\'il\'P-i
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GOOD FOR LONG WARM SPELL

Widow Teeter's Opinion of Her De-
parted Husband Evidently Was
Not an Exalted One.

The Widow Teetor’'s husband had
been dead only a few weeks when
thers were surface indleations Ciat
ghe was ubout to marry again

The late Mr. Teeter had not been
exnctly & model husband, and it was
the general opinion that his death was
a slroke of good fortune [or Mra.
Teeotor, but still the relatives of the
decenged thought that his memory re
quired o widowhood of at least a year.
When the Indications of the approach.
Ing warriage became apparetit, some
of her late husband’'s friends walted
on Mrs. Teoter, and one of them sald:

“"We hear that you are about to
marry again, Lucy Ann?"

Well, 1 don't know that It Is any
of your business,” replied Luey Ann,
“pbut if 1t will give you any sutisfnc-
tion to know the facts, I don't mind
telling you that 1 shall be a married
woman again in about two weeks."

“Hut Tom hus been dead less than
three months,” protested another,

“Wgll, 1 suppose he's dead as he
ever will be, Isn't he?”

“PBut,” sald a third, “you ought in

T
T

like rour of cheers greeted the while
speck of an eminent statesman's head.
All the Idear that hnd been fomenting
In the minde of a people for & generas

| tiom became a lHving force of nction to

break throngh the precedenta born
of provinelal pasgion with a new pre
eadent; for the power of public opin
ion can Be as swift in It revolutions
aa declgive victories at arms. Tha
world at large, after rubblng 1ts fore-
head and readjusting {ts oye-glasses
and elearing lte throat, exclalmed:

“Why not! lsu't that what we have
all been thinking and desiring? Only
nobody knew how or where to be
gin."

The premier of the Prowns found
himself talking over the long distance
to the premier of the Grays in ns
neighborly” a fashlon as if they had
ndjolning estates and were arranging
a matter of community intérest.

“You have been go fine In walving

| nn Indemmnity,” sald the premier of the
| Grays, "that Turcas sugpesta we pay

all the damage done to property
your slde by our Invaslon. I'm
sure onr people will rise to the sug-
gostion, Thelr mood has overwhelmed
every preconcelve d notion of mine, In
place of the old suspicion that =
Brown could do nothing except with
a «elfish motive is the desire to be as
falr ns the Browng. And the practl-
enl way the people look at it makes
me think that it will be enduring

“l think go, for the game reason,”
regsponded the premier of the Browns.
“They say it is good business. It means
pragperity ' and progress for
countries.”

“After all, & soldler comes out the
haro of the great peace movement,”
concluded the premier of the Grays.
"A woldier
own eards. Old Partow was the great-
eat statesman of us all”

“No doubt of that!” agreed the
premier of the Browns., “It's a senti-
ment to which every premler of ours
who ever tried to down him would

for

have readily subscribed!™
The every«lay statesman smiles
when he sees the people smile and

grows angry when they grow angry.
Now and then appears an Inscrutable
genlue who finds out what is brewing
in their brains and brings it to a head.
He is the epoch maker. SBuch an one
wag that little Corsican, who gave a
stagnant pool the storm it needed, un-
til he became overfed and mistook his
ambition for a continuation of his
youthful presclence,

- - -

Marta had yet to bear the shock of
Westerling's death. After learning the
manner of it gehe went to her room,
where she spent a haunted, sleepless
night. The morning found her still
tortured by her visualization of the
picture of him, irresolute as the mob
pressed around the Gray headquar-
ters,

“It 18 as if I had murdered him!"
she said. “T let him make love to mo
—1 let my hand rémain in his once—
but that was all, Lanny. I—I couldn't
have borne any more. Yet that was
enough—enough!"”

“But we know now, Marta,” Lan-
gtron pleaded, “that the premier of
the Grays held Westerling to a com-
pact that he should not return allva
if he lost. Ile could not have won.
even though you had not helped us
againet him. He would only have lost
more lves and brought still greater
indignation on his bead. His fate was
inevitable—and he was a soldler.”

But his reasoning only racked her
with a ghudder

“If he had only died fighting!™ Mar-
tar replied. “He dled like a rat in a
trap ancG l—I set the trap!"

“No. destiny ‘set {t!" put in
Galland.

Lanstron droppod down beside Mar-
ti's chulr. :

“Yes, destiny set it,"”
ploringly, 5

“Just as it set your part for you
And, Marta,” Mre., Galland went on
gently, with what Marta had once
cialled the wisdom of mothers, “Lanny
Hves and lives for you. Your destiny
is life and to make the most of life, as
vou always have. Isn't it, Marta?"

“Yes," she,breathed after a pause,
in convietion, as she pressed her moth-
er's hands. “Yes, you have a gift of
making things slmple and clear.”

Then she looked up to Lanstron and
the flame In her eyes, whose leaping.
spontanvous passion he already knew,
held something of the eternal, as her
arms crept around his neck.

“You are life, Lanny! You are the
destiny of today and tomorrow!"”

(THE EXND.)
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repeated the widow, with fire in her
eye. “If your theological bellef Is or
thodox, you must know that Tom Tee-
ter hasn't a ghost of a show of ever
gotting cold.™

Then the objecting friends filed out
aud Mrs, Teeter resumed the work
of preparing her trousseau,

Activities of Womaen,
Charwomen o England number 126,
061
In some German Lowng wolmen are
acting us scavengers.
There are over 600 woman dootors
in, England and Wales

now vote ln New Zdéaland.

The German textile Industries em-
ploy more women than men,

Female laundry workers in Topeks,
Kan, have formed & unlon and have
already made an agreement with the
laundriea for a 64-hour week and a
minimum wage of $7 per week,

The Women's Tax Reslstance league
of London, composed mainly of suf-
frageties and whose motto 8 “No
votes no tax,"” has decided to pay taxes
thia year on account of the war

To induce American women to weny
cotton clothing & number of Washing-

common decency to walt until be is
cold.”

prosperity sttributed o war. A man

“Walt untll Tom Teeter s cold!

ton soclety women have arranged to
hold u national cotion feshion show 1o
e capital clty this month
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both [

took the tricks with uur|
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England now bas o million and a
halt surplus women,
Maorl women, formerly cannibals, |

| The

| broldery done in worsteds,

Requirements of the Baby Girl |

girl

herself nearly all the time in plain
little slips of various sheer matvrials
ghe requires occasionally finery of the

A!.'I‘HUI‘(HI the baby disports

finest kind. Wee tucks and narrow
valenclennes laces, hand embroidery
(eparingly used and in the daintiest of
patterng), are relled upon for the little
decorative finishings to her frocks for
dally wear. And no matter how per:
siatently repeated, these things never
tiresome. Every mother de
lights in emall garments finished with
fine hand work. The painstaking care
with which every stitch is set in place
bears witness to the mother's care,

whether the stitching ls done by her
own or other's hands.
Although the ‘baby will look as

sweet in the plainest of elips as In
anything else, there are times when
she requires extra finery to sultably
honor a special oeccasion. Then the
wits must be set to work to uge the
means at hand to make her real
"dress-up" clothes, Sheer, fine fabrics
in cotton or linen, dainty hand em-
broidery and narrow valenciennes
laces continue to provide the mate-
riale. But a lttle oddity of cut, a -
tle extravagance In embroidery, the
introduction of a bit of gay ribbon, and
the employment of the finest fabrics
glve the holiday air that make her
dress for state oceaslons,

A fine dress of sheer bntiste for
the lttle lady is shown In the picture.
It 8 simply cut, having the bottom
edge trimmed into points, the elbow
gleeves flaving, and also finished with
ghallow prints. All raw edges are cut
into small seallops. These have first
beon stamped and buttonhole stitched
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At the front a pointed panel at the
bottom and top is outlined hy the em-
broldered scallopy, and the two panels
are joined by a double line of ucallops.
In these panels beautifally made
French knots are set close together in
narrow rtows, A small panel of the
game kind adorns the top of each
sleeve

At intervals of about four Inchlies
about the skirt near the hottom
slashes are cut In the batlste and their
odges buttonhole stitched. Through
these a sash of wide soft ribbon, in
light blue or pink, Is threaded and tied
in the back in the simplest and limp-
est of bowa. A narrow edglug of fine
valenclennes lace outlines the neck
and all edges of the dress. !t s get In
a rufMe back of the scallops, with fine
hand sewing,

Worn under this flufly frock is a
petticoat having a rufifle at the bottom
made of alternating rows of valen
cionnes and narrow bands of batiste
decorated with a row of French knots.
The bottom Is finished with the nar-
rowest of edgings of valenciennes
lace.

In such a frock the little wearer Is
as splendidly errayed as it is possible
for her to be. Even so, this finery is

within reach of any mother who
knows how to do fine needlework.
Very little material is required, and

this I8 not expensive. It is the ex-
quisite, hand-wrought decoratiof that
makes these little dresses valoable. If
such a dress must be bought ready
made It will mean a considerable out-
lay of money; if made at home It
means an outlay of time—which no

with faullless exaciness of needlework. rmv begrudges the baby,

Worn at the Afterncon Concert

WO odd and attractive hats are| piece forms both the hat covering and

ghown here, one of them in two
views, Now that spring Is near
theae are about the last winter de-
gigus, and the pretty baretta finished
with a tassel at the slde cannot be
sald to belong to one #eason
than another, for It is made of sllk in
twine color piped with black and hav-
irg the oddest of tassels of silk fiber

more | displaying its unusual

which looks much like spun glass |
Many similar hats, including those |
onlled “Tipperary” hats, are made of |

They are the smallest of tur
bans, with very scunl, soft crowns,
narrow ribbou sashes wlth
ends and decorations of small flowers
and fruits made of silk., These, worn
with short godet vells, in coarse net
pound with ribbon, are bharbingers of
spring which appear before the ear
flest robin,

The second turban shown is made
of panne velvet over a round frame
velvet Is managed so that

salk,

Wool on Gingham.
Word comes from Paris that many of
the newest hats are trimmed with &m
rhis news

| gives added value to some attractive

wollet boxes which are sold in some
of the shops. They are made—these
boxes for handkerchiafs, gloves, veils
and other koplcknacks—of black and
white plaid gingham, and around the

dge of ench box there 8 a band of | ¢

dabroldery in workted
@ bought un

but

They cannot
stamped ready
Wi

N

orking, the pgeniouws

&
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hanging |

the long, projecting loop at the back.
The severe outline of the frame is
softened by a wide, rich plume of o8-
trich at the left side. It is posed al
most flat against the body of the hat,
width of fun
to the very best advantage.

JULIA BOTTOMLEY.
L -

Keeping Collars Clean.

Every woman knows how hard it is
to keep a lace collar clean
wearing fur next to It Get
fourths vard Ince flve inches deop
Shir this one inech from edgeg onto
a tape as large around as the top o!

while
three

your fur collar or fur plecs Sew
lne snap fasteners on taps and the
other part of fasteners on inside of

ar plece, so when snapped together
the lace stands up like a ruching
around the neck. It I8 Just a few mo
ments’ work to take it out and wash
it and it keeps your collars clean

N . A\

cotlld easily cover bLoxes for hersel
in that way—with a pretty plaid
gingham of black and white worked
with a band of green and red and blue
wool, in dark shades, all wround the
edge of the covers,

4

We Conquered Nature,

“Yes, gentlemen,” sald the

“the ground we walk on was

nee under water," “Well,” replied

the patriotic young man of the party,

it simply _Joes to show that iyou
an’'t hold this country down."

geolo
gint,
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